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have still much to tell us about Hamlet; I will not hurry you;
my brother must hear it as well as I: but let me beg to know
your thoughts about Ophelia."
" Of her there cannot much be said," he answered; "for a
few master-strokes complete her character. The whole being of
Ophelia floats in sweet and ripe sensation. Kindness for the
Prince, to whose hand she may aspire, flows so spontaneously, her
tender heart obeys its impulses so unresistingly, that both father
and brother are afraid; both give her warning harshly and directly.
Decorum, like the thin lawn upon her bosom, cannot hide the soft,
still movements of her heart; it on the contrary betrays them.
Her fancy is smit; her silent modesty breathes amiable desire;
and if the friendly goddess Opportunity should shake the tree,
its fruit would fall."
"And then," said Aurelia, "when she beholds herself for-
saken, cast away, despised; when all is inverted in the soul of her
crazed lover, and the highest changes to the lowest, and instead
of the sweet cup of love he offers her the bitter cup of woe—"
"Her heart breaks," cried"Wilhelm; "the whole structure of
her being is loosened from its joinings; her father's death strikes
fiercely against it; and the fair edifice altogether crumbles into
fragments."
Our friend had not observed with what expressiveness Aurelia
pronounced those words; Looking only at this work of art, at its
connexion and completeness, he dreamed not that his auditress
was feeling quite a different influence; that a deep sorrow of her
own was vividly awakened in her breast by these dramatic shadows.
Aurelia's head was still resting on her arms; and her eyes,
now full of tears, were directed to the sky. At last, no longer
able to conceal her secret grief, she seized both hands of her friend,
and exclaimed, while he stood surprised before her: " Forgive,
forgive a heavy heart! I am girt and pressed together by these
people; from my hard-hearted brother I must seek to hide myself:
your presence has untied these bonds. My friend!" continued
she, " it is but a few minutes since we saw each other first, and
already you are going to become my confidant.'' She could scarcely
end the words, and sank upon his shoulder. "Think not worse of
me," she said with sobs, "that I disclose myself to you so hastily,
that I am so weak before you. Be my friend, remain my friend;
I shall deserve it." He spoke to her in his kindest manner: but
in vain; her tears still flowed, and choked her words.

